SONNET
I LOVE the languor of late summer days, When dream-compelling perfumes richly steep The drowsed winds, and green mirages sleep In shimmering folds of opalescent haze;
And motionless, pale kine forget to graze In the blue gloom of branches, drooping deep With wealth of emerald leaves the old trees weep For dateless woes, reviewed beneath noon's gaze
But when their wafted sorrowings are hushed,
And they have yielded to the envied boon
Of mingling in the world's white rapture brief,
My life, in its too human bondage crushed, Longs to invade the dolorous trees, and swoon In sylvan trance of unremembered grief.